COME  FILL THE CUP

insulted him as well.    Who knows what you might not do
to me.   Away with you.' "

Rumi paused.
,    "Now tell us one with a happy ending/5 we suggested.

"Would you like to hear a Persian idyll?"

"That sounds better."

"I will tell to you a tale of love. A young man and
his betrothed walked in an exquisite garden, fashioned
upon Paradise, and as appealing as a garden could be. His
arm encircling her waist, as they traversed the perfect
lawn, he turned to her.

" * Sweet Love, I dreamed about you last night/ he said.
*We were in a garden such as this, only even more subtly
conceived, more divinely expressed. So enchanted was I
that I tried to kiss you. As I did so, you lost your being
and turned into a lovely rosebud on a bush at the side of a
wide avenue. There you were, radiant among the other
flowers, slowly opening as I approached. I grew excited
and hurriedly stooped to pluck you; when you quickly
transformed yourself into a colourful butterfly, and flew
between my fingers. By then I was in a fever and ran
after you as you gaily flitted from flower to flower, with
an air of enchantment fascinating to behold, strange in
appeal. At the end of the garden lay a Persian pool, in
the midst of which stood an ancient sundial. You flew
across this pool, and, to my joy, settled on a statue of
Gypsoe, apparently exhausted by your play in the sun-
light. I arrived at the edge of the pool. Taking off my
shoes and socks, hat in hand I waded towards you, fearful
lest you should take alarm at my purpose. Nearer, yet
nearer I came, until I was within arms* length of you once
more. I clamped my hat over you. To my alarm you
darted out from beneath the brim and flew gaily over the
pond. Half way across you fell into the water, where, to
my great relief, you turned into a glorious water lily, as
fragrant as any in the world. I was in a torment* Eagerly
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